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THANKS
The Editor wishes to thank Terry
Haller for his valuable assistance and
advice, in preparing this issue with
its "New Look". Thanks to Brian
Knight for the generous use of his
car in seeing materials to the press.
APOLOGY TO D. ARMSTRONG
Joan White and the Editor, wish to
express regret for having been
forced to print "Lines On The Be-
ginning" in such a cramped setting.
It was unavoidable and we really are
sorry.
CONGRATULATIONS
To Joan White on her election as
campus queen. She looked lovely for
her crowning.
CHANGES IN CORD
Several changes have been made in
this issue of the Cord, such as type,
size of magazine; index and a few
other minor details. We hope it
appeals to you.
MATERIAL
Material for the February issue of
Cord has already been partially ar-
ranged for. Anyone having material
for publication and who has not been
approached, please bring it to the
student office by mid Janauary.
COVER
The cover this month was designed
by Jim Heldman, who has consented
to become Assistant Artist for Cord.
Due to the heavy schedule of Novem-
ber, John Mergler was unable to
meet a deadline for this issue.
NEW STAFF
Persons interested in filling po-
sitions on Cord staff next year are
requested to make bids now to the
Editor, or to the people holding the
positions desired, either in writing or
personal interview.
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Editorial
THERE'S already so much discord
within the world, the College,
and especially within ourselves,
that I'd like very much to help in a
small way, to dispel even partially
those feelings that are not compatible
with the Spirit of Christmas.
Christmas to me means an early
morning candlelight service, joyful
voices raised, praising God in thanks
for the gift of His Son Jesus. It
means having the friends we hold
most dear, and the family we love,
sharing the joy of this special day
with us, and the bestowal of gifts of
sheer love upon those we love and
live for. It's the time to set aside the
petty dislikes and grudges, and lis-
ten to God, as He beseeches us to
love one another, even as He has
loved us.
It's the time of year that I despise
my selfishness for having been weak
enough to harbour gimdges and ill
will. It is now that I give myself
over to thinking of the merits of the
love of Christ, freely bestowed upon
us, who so grudgingly share our love
with others.
This love of yours and mine does
not have to be of a material form.
A little understanding at the proper
time, to those who could use it, can
mean ever so much, and costs so
little. And yet too often we are so
miserly with our God-given talents,
that one of us goes hungry, because
someone has been too busy, or too
full of themselves, to give away a
smile that could have transformed a
heavy day into a sunny adventure.
Christmas, above all other seasons,
should be a time when we really put
ourselves out to make someone else
happy. Certainly it isn't possible to
give of yourself to everyone who
needs a share of your joy; but it
can be done in many instances, and
the giving will increase your plea-
sure more than you think. The sad
part is, that this spirit of good will
is usually saved for a special sea-
son, instead of being something we
take pleasure in throughout the year.
Too often we zip through the
weeks and years thinking only of
ourselves. With this Christmas so
close, it's a wonderful chance for
all of us to be sure that this one will
be something to remember. We can
begin by simply radiating goodwill.
There is, after all, so much good,
beauty and love in all of us, that
with a minimum of effort we can
easily brighten the lives of the heavy-
hearted by giving of ourselves, and
sharing our pleasure one with an-
other.
When you sit surro'imded by the
people you love on special days, and
that luxurious warmth of feeling and
supreme peace and joy fairly bubbles
inside you, and you feel that your
cup will surely run over, do you won-
der if others feel as glorious as you
do, on like occasions? I do. It sobers
me, too, and I wonder if maybe I
could have sniled at that poor wom-
an, yesterday, or perhaps have chat-
ted with that unhappy druggist who
looked so disillusioned, or just said
"Hi" in a little jollier note. It's amaz-
ing what a smile can do at times.
I've seen the day I'd give my right
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arm for somebody — anybody — to
give me a minute out of their busy
life, or even a few seconds for a
smile; and have gone home feeling
crushed and defeated, deprived of
those precious treasures that might
have lifted the gloom.
I don't know, maybe I'm just nuts.
But these little things mean more to
me than a dozen costly gifts could
ever mean. For that reason, I sup-
pose, I want to spread a little hap-
piness. You have probably experienc-
ed similar feelings, or maybe not.
Perhaps you've hardened your hearts
as I had been tempted to harden
mine. If you have, I beg you to re-
consider and cash in on this easy way
to enrich your soul's joy.
It is not that I want you to go out
of your way to make yourself mis-
erable trying to make someone else
happy; but, for instance, when you
do your Christmas shopping, and see
the harassed salesgirls on the verge
of tearing their hair out, try to be
as pleasant with them as you would
like them to be with you. When you
buy those slippers for Mom or Dad,
remember that the clerk has had a
hundred people before you who have
seen at least a thousand pairs of
shoes each — or so it seems to him.
The salesgirl is unhappy; the shoe
clerk is exhausted. Both of them
could really use a smile and a tiny
bit of consideration. Be big about it,
and give them the smile that can
mean so much. Because their smiles
have become forced and artificial,
don't let yours be the same. It'll do
you both a world of good. — No —
I do not sell shoes — Here then is
an excellent spot to begin making
Christmas for others what you want
it to be for you.
Preparing for Christmas, decorat-
ing the house, skilfully placing
strands of foil on the tree, profes-
sionally selecting and placing each
ornament, getting the scent of
Christmas cake baking in the oven,
and listening to carols softly bring-
ing peace to the soul, makes for real
living. Each day brings with it a little
more of the excitement of the Christ-
mas season. We are apt to forget
those others who would give anything
to feel as we do, and could have if
we had been less self-centred and a
trifle more generous.
If you are willing to try this ex-
periment, you'll find that Christmas
will have a much deeper meaning for
you. You will be able to attend the
early service in your church, really
thankful to God for having given you
the gift of love and understanding,
and the privilege of sharing it with
someone else.
You will begin then to understand
the meaning of words like — peace
on earth, goodwill toward men; and
your efforts will be rewarded with
a crown of joy.
The birth of the Saviour in that
lowly manger in Bethlehem nearly
two thousand years ago will begin to
have new meaning for you, or per-
haps an old meaning renewed. The
love of God made manifest in Christ,
will make your soul rejoice and your
heart sing.
End
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The Silver Christmas DALE BERGY
.11 -A ITTLE Joe was one of those
small children for his age, not
more than seven, with large,
sad dark eyes. His little shoulders
drooped as if he carried a burden too
heavy for them. His heart beat rapid-
ly but not with joy. The heavy
thumping within him was caused by
fear and exhaustion.
The mob of boys was after him!
Their cry was wild in his ears! Over
half the town they had chased him,
all the way from school, over lawns
knee-deep with snow, through alleys
and stores crowded with Christmas
shoppers. But not one out of all the
throng knew the fear in his heart.
The angry crowd of boys and the
milling shoppers were in one world,
and he was in another.
In a way he was glad they were
chasing him, for it would bring him
home sooner; not that home was a
haven of love, but the silver Christ-
mas bulb was there, and he wanted
above all else to see it and feel it
again. He longed to feel the star on
the face of the bulb and to hang it
high on the tree. For a moment his
heart beat more in the vision of his
delight than in fear and exhaustion.
The memory of his treasure
brought calm. Surely, after the
Christmas holidays, the gang would
have forgotten their spite. Besides,
it was not he that had told on the
gang. A flood of bitterness swept
over him. He could still see the face
of that miserable Jimmy Rawley. It
was he that had tattled.
Little Joe was racing through the
park now. He would soon be home.
The voices behind him were getting
louder. The mob was closing in on
him.
"Keep to the right there, you
guys," thundered Big Bully Sam.
"He'll slip away on us! Watch him
now!"
But Little Joe had seen his open-
ing. Sam's warning had come too
late for Rawley to close in. Little
Joe slipped through the opening, past
the clawing hands and away. As he
ran, the thought came to him that
although he was safe for the moment,
Sam would not forget. But home was
only a few more blocks away and in
a matter of minutes he would be
safe, safe from the angry mob any-
way. . . .
Little Joe's Mother sat at home
alone, beside the Christmas tree
sparkling with ornaments. But her
mind, always a turmoil of sadness,
gave no hint of the joy of the sea-
son. Her mind was in flight . . . back
. . . back into the past. He was so
fair . . . their life so good. Then
struck the bitter day when the police
came and took him away . . . into the
dark prison for always and always.
Where was justice? Where was mer-
cy? Where was love? Love knew
that he was guiltless but no one
would listen to love. Her friends
told her that people would forget,
but they had not. Their silent criti-
cism had driven her into a world of
fear; and for six years she had done
nothing but run. Again, for the mil-
lionth time she took up the photo
and held it to her as if it were a
living thing. There were no tears.
7
The wells were almost dry.
Little Joe burst into the house,
slamming the door behind him. His
mother jumped from her chair and in
so doing dropped the framed photo
to the floor. The sound of the break-
ing glass was like ice.
"There! Look what you have
done!" she cried.
But little Joe had no eyes for the
broken treasure. He ran to the
bright coloured box where his silver
bulb lay hidden and tore off the lid.
The box was empty! His bulb with
the star on its face was gone!
He turned to his mother, his sad
eyes hurt and angry. "Where is my
bulb?" And in his cry was all the
soul-agony that a child of seven
could summon forth.
Little Joe's Mother tore her eyes
from the bruised photo and the brok-
en glass on the floor. She looked
through Little Joe as if he were noth-
ing, but answered not a word in re-
ply to his question. Instead, she said,
"You have been running again. When
are you going to learn to stick up
for yourself?"
Little Joe behaved as if he did not
hear.
"Where is my silver Christmas
bulb?" he asked again.
Still she did not answer. The cries
of the mob outside grew louder as
the silent battle within grew strong-
er. Little Joe stood looking at his
Mother in silent expectation and
then turned from her, not daring to
defy her. He went to the window,
his sad eyes wondering. Which was
worse, the hate without or the love
within? If this cold indifference were
love, then better to face that angry
mob without. But why had she taken
the bulb? Surely she knew how he
loved it. Why could she not show
him the smallest grain of affection?
But he knew the answer. It was
that photo! How he hated that thing.
How glad he was that it now lay
bruised and broken.
Little Joe turned from the win-
dow. His eyes were no longer angry,
only puzzled and sad. He had gazed
too long upon those other dark mes-
sengers of bitterness and giref. His
own soul had caught their deadening
spirit.
So often, Little Joe's Mother had
used those dark instruments as wea-
pons for obedience. And now she
saw them staring back at her. She
could not resist them.
"The silver bulb is hanging low
on the tree to the side there," she
said suddenly and bluntly. Then she
left him. She was gone from the
room.
Little Joe was alone now. He could
hang the silver bulb high on the
tree. He reached out for it
eagerly, with trembling hands. It
was so beautiful and yet so fragile.
Alas! His little hand pushed too hard,
and the wondrous thing came un-
fastened from its hook. The next mo-
ment he was gazing fearfully at the
shattered pieces of light on the floor.
But even now, Little Joe felt a
strange attraction for the broken
thing and reaching down he began to
pick up some of the larger pieces.
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He turned the bits over and over in
his hand. His little fist closed upon
them in unwilling adoration. The
next moment he started wildly, as
the sharp fragments stabbed like a
million tiny spears the flesh of his
hand. Tears poured down his cheeks.
Flinging the shattered bulb away he
ran from the living-room to the kit-
chen.
Little Joe's mother stood at the
kitchen window. The angry voices
without were gone now. It was dusk,
and the silver orb of the moon was
rising full and clear. She gazed up
in wonder at the silver moon. It was
so close, she felt she could almost
reach up and touch it. She had reach-
ed for it once. But it all came crash-
ing down. Back . .. . back into the
past her mind took flight.
Little Joe touched his Mother's el-
bow. "Mom, I have cut my hand. See
Mom, it's all blood! Will you band-
age it up?"
He was so fair . . . She had reach-
ed for the moon then . . . had touch-
ed it .. . found it good. It was still
there round and beautiful. But there
was nothing of its beauty in her
soul. Her inner life was all darkness
and death. Where was peace?
But she did not feel the little hand
at her elbow. She did not see the
blood dripping from his hand. She
saw only her own world of grief and
pain.
When finally she turned from the
window, she saw him, the blood drip-
ping from his hand. But it was not
the blood that made her face turn
suddenly pale, but the sorrow, the
bleak and pitiful pain of his large,
dark eyes. This pain she knew did
not come from the wound on his
hand. By sure strokes she had stab-
bed his very heart. In that moment
something died within her forever
and a wondrous newness was born.
Little Joe's Mother bandaged his
hand. Supper was prepared. They ate
in silence. Night came and Little Joe
went to bed.
But Little Joe's Mother went back
to the window and gazed at the
moon. It was high in the heavens
now. Was it really a fitting symbol
of love? It had no light of its own;
it merely reflected the light of the
sun. Why were not the stars recog-
nized as symbols of love? At least
they had light of their own. But
then, there was a star once that was
a symbol of love ... a star over a
manger in Bethlehem ... a Saviour
was born . . . a little babe . . . he
was to shed his blood . . .he was to
save the world. Love . . . a star . . .
a babe . . . blood . . . what did they
all mean?
Little Joe was love. His eyes had
spoken his love. He was up there
now. She climbed the stairs and went
into his room. She would say good-
night to him. But Little Joe was fast
asleep holding his bandaged hand in
the other as if it had given him pain.
She bent down to kiss him and it
was then that she noticed it ... oh
the table by his bed ... a fragment
of the broken, silver Christmas bulb.
It gleamed at her in the yellow light
of the electric lamp like some spirit
reminder of what she had left un-
(Concluded on page 26)
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Skepticism JOHN R. HAUSER
as a formal
means of approach to thought
and reason can be traced to
ancient Greece, where it found its
first articulate proponents among the
Sophisti like Gorgias, Circa. 483-375
8.C., later during the Graeco-Roman
period, its basic principles were aug-
mented by Pyrro, Circa. 360-270
B.C. In more recent times, there
have been many who would fall into
this category, to name a few, the
early Heretics, the later Reformers,
and into our modern age, beginning
with David Hume, Circa. 1711-1776
right to the present, where we see
it in its most widely disseminated
form.
The literal definition of skeptic-
ism is: incredulity; the doctrine that
no facts can be known with certain-
ty beyond the range of experience;
unbelief in any particular doctrine.
When applied to philosophy, broadly
speaking, it can be defined, "Nothing
can be known," or, "That no trust-
worthy knowledge is possible. The
skeptic is one who doubts what oth-
ers allege to be true."
There are three main subdivisions
of thought regarding skepticism,
though, again, there can be as many
gradients and co-minglings as there
are theorists. The first may be the
attitude of suspending judgment and
of questioning all assumptions and
conclusions so that each will be forc-
ed to justify itself before the bar of
critical analysis. This attitude is the
healthy type of logical process advo-
cated by Socrates. Secondly, skeptic-
ism may take the position that know-
ledge deals only with experience or
phenomena, and that the mind of
man is 'unable to know the source
or ground of experience. The man
responsible for delineating this seg-
ment of thought is Kant and his
theory of phenomenalism. Finally,
skepticism may claim that knowledge
is impossible and that the quest for
truth is in vain. This is skepticism in
its strictly philosophical form. Rep-
resented by the now famous simple
statement, "All is a figment of my
imagination," or, "It is plain that we
can kno.v nothing, that all things
combine to deceive us, and that na-
ture is only making a cruel sport of
our ignorance and helplessness."
The skeptics tend to stress the fol-
lies and foibles of the various ways
of attempting to gain knowledge.
They point out that all knowledge
is human, that our human faculties
are frail and limited, and that the
senses and reason seem to be equal-
ly unreliable. The skeptics are pessi-
mistic about the possibility of genu-
ine progress in the realm of know-
ledge. This can be extended even
further, eventually to the point of
apathy and negation, and finally to
the barest forms of compulsion, self-
preservation and reproduction.
All people in some manner ex-
press or otherwise tend to follow a
basic philosophy. The traits most
certainly were here before the the-
ories or philosophies which explain
them. Therefore, the application of
skepticism is its final proof of value.
Here one might say the third theory
proves its own inadequacy because
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it cannot be applied unless one con-
siders the pathological mind. I be-
lieve, like many ideas and theories,
this one is merely useful in the
sphere of questionable, "Intelligent-
sia tea-talk." In applying the former
two theories, a problem presents it-
self; where is the line of demarka-
tion between reason and sophistry,
practicality and theory, ideal and
idle dreaming. Also skepticism is an
innate component of reason but if
extended too far it becomes a detri-
ment to all constructive thought.
The problems of our age seem to
have a direct relationship to the
widely disseminated skepticism, and
its running mates, agnosticism and
cynicism, which seem to pervade all
modern thought. We associate them
with brilliance, wit and reason, and
we have accepted them in their most,
"Machiavellian," implications, in Ed-
ucation, Politics, Culture, Religion
and most dangerously as Individuals.
In the field of education, skeptic-
ism has been and to an extent still
is a boon, in that it replaces with
reason, faith, as the central idea in
human explanation. It is the guiding
light of progress; it is a reminder of
the need for caution and the danger
of dogmatism; it serves as an impet-
us for search; and certainly in the
sphere of these sciences, it has be-
come the entire philosophy. Here lies
its intrinsic danger; skepticism can-
not stand alone, it must be tempered
by the very factors it destroys. We
see to-day the educator a butt of
skepticism. In the United States the
current hysteria is basically an out-
growth of skepticism not contained
and restricted.
It has placed the educator under
an unreasoning duress. His every
statement comes under close scrutiny
and consequently he must emulate
and parrot. It has removed its very
basis because a reaction can easily
give birth to legislation which would
eliminate any speculation or honest
skepticism. The complete skeptic is
attempting, "to eliminate the cultur-
al tradition. The newly educated
western man no longer possesses in
the form and substance of his own
mind and spirit; the ideas, the prem-
ises, the rationale, the logic, the
method, the values, or the deposited
wisdom which is the genius of the
development of Western Civiliza-
tion."
Politics has been so permeated that
honesty is no longer a required in-
gredient of government. We have
seen the vigour, integrity, and ideal-
ism of the early exponents of free-
dom, to cite an example, degenerate
into the political cynicism and res-
ignation represented at the polls to-
day. The honest man in politics is
practically non-existent, skepticism
has corrupted even the finest in-
stincts by raising the question;
"What is in it for him?" Every fail-
ure has been justified and rational-
ized by the skeptic attitude, "I told
you so." It has become an illogical
and blind reflex action rather than
a bulwark of intelligent reasoning.
Our way of life is showing more
clearly now than ever before, that
man is his own greatest enemy. Our
culture influenced once by creative
individuals or creative minorities is,
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it seems, in a state of decline. The
creative minorities have retrogressed
into a mere dominant minority which
is endeavouring to keep by force, the
position it no longer merits. An illus-
tration of this is the super-specializa-
tion so apparent in all professions,
trades and labour groups. Our skep-
ticism has removed the vigour from
the questioning mind in that it
points out, all too successfully, that
to strive for an ideal is to be ridicu-
lous. Here again its role as a destroy-
er is manifest, it goes beyond reason.
It creates or helps to create; "a fail-
ure of creative power in the minor-
ity, an answering withdrawal of min-
esis on the part of the majority, and
a consequent loss of social unity in
the society as a whole."
Religion is probably the most
striking example of skepticism's ad-
verse and deteriorating affect upon
humanistic thought. It has destroyed
idealism but has not replaced any-
thing in the void of conscience. Un-
til recently the materials and moral
forces of society developed parallel-
ly, but now moral and ethical ener-
gy has declined while the application
of intelligence in the material sphere
has moved ahead rapidly. Churches
are divided over theological issues,
interpretive paraphanalia and intel-
lectual respectability because we have
scrutinized religious ideal with a
skeptical eye, found weaknesses and
destroyed faith without looking at
the serious psychological repercus-
sions attending such an innovation.
Why? Could it be it *,*. :not be re-
duced to formula? Skepticism, cynic-
ism and agnosticism cause; "the de-
cline in respect for thinking and for
an ethical world view; the decline of
optimistic and ethical convictions re-
garding the meaning of life and of
the universe; our superficial and
narrow civilization, with its misplac-
ed confidence in facts; increasing ra-
cialism and nationalism; the growth
of inhuman ideas and actions and
their failure to arouse papular indig-
nation; and the recrudescence of sup-
erstition."
Skepticism in relation to the indiv-
idual, I believe, is probably the most
dangerous and hardest to combat. It
has been instrumental, among other
causes, in destroying him as an en-
tity. Among the apparent manifesta-
tions of this disease, and such it must
be called, are the total lack of public
conscience over issues which do not
directly concern the individual. The
incident most illustrative of this is
the appointment of the Mayor of
New York to an Ambassadorship
while under indictment for fraud and
maladministration. This is not an iso-
lated condition, more recently the
Department of Highways of Ontario
subpoenaed several professional en-
gineers, proved their guilt of open-
faced robbery and yet their associa-
tion voiced disapproval of this ac-
tion. However, legislation in Ontario
Criminal Statutes exists which pro-
vides for the sentencing of a man to
a minimum of 8 years to life, at the
discretion of the judiciary body, for
the stealing of a loaf of bread while
unarmed, and in all probability un-
employed. No longer is there a ques-
tion of guilt but rather the stigma
of being apprehended.
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Another ramification of skepticism
is the motive seeking negative atti-
tude to which the intelligent individ-
ual is such a prey. It has destroyed
by its very maliciousness the oppor-
tunity for subsidy and patronage
which Seagrams presented to Cana-
dian artists by its unreserved criti-
cism not of the art, but of the Com-
pany's motives.
In the individuals relationships so-
cially it has made a sham of cour-
tesy and cultivated social inter-
course; the cocktail party institution
which has become a means of "pay-
ing back a visit en masse," or, of
slandering some absent victim, only
too often; the total lack of common
decency one meets with while being
driven at by the all powerful motor-
ist; the material criterion of judging
social ascendancy. It goes without
saying that these undesirable fea-
tures of our civilization manifest
themselves even in our higher cultur-
al and governmental policies.
I grant I have conjured up a dark
picture but it does seem to me that,
though one causitive factor can be
completely blamed, skepticism too
broadly applied and too liberally ab-
used in the name of reason, has been
the dominant factor in the regression
of moral values causing us to have
less confidence in the ability of sci-
ence, of general education, and of
our financial and business institu-
tions to bring us human welfare and
progress.
Progress is only possible if west-
ern man masters the machine, the
industrial system and the sciences he
has created. To follow this course,
skepticism must be relegated to its
proper sphere, man must re-evaluate
his stand beginning with himself and,
"build a concept of social conscience-
ness embodying a sense of duty
which is prior to experience and
which springs from mankind's inner-
most nature.
Rousseau, though he condemns our
complex society, advocated a new
type of education and a new social
environment that would develop the
natural capacities of men into some-
thing admirable. He stressed equali-
ty, democracy, and a fundamental
change in education and social insti-
tutions.
Immanuel Kant propounded a mor-
al philosophy designated as formal-
ism. He was looking for moral prin-
ciples which are inherently right or
wrong apart from any particular cir-
cumstances. These moral principles or
laws recognized immediately or di-
rectly as true and binding.
Plato in "The Republic" promotes
another thought — Man's life and or-
ganization of society should harmon-
ize with the moral order of the uni-
verse. The greatest good is the har-
monious development and the maxi-
mum richness of life. Artistotle, a
student of Plato's, enlarged upon this
theory but differed in the amplica-
tion of emphasis. Later, St. Thomas
Acquinas (Circa. 1225-1274) incor-
porated and integrated these views
into the philosophy of the Church.
These concepts stressed as central
themes, reason, well-being and mod-
eration. The good life avoids the ex-
tremes of both excessive repressions
and excessive indulgence.
These men indubitably were guid-
ed by an ideal, their concepts how-
(Concluded on page 26)
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Seminary ROSEVILLE BURGOYNE
There was no Christmas in little
David's house. His family didn't
have a tree. Ihe living room floor
was not cluttered with shiny new
toys. No stockings hung by the fire-
place. Bowls of candy and fruit were
not featured as festival centrepieces.
Poor little David missed all this, but
so did his playmates. There wasn't
one of his neighbours who went on
buying sprees and who stacked up
presents. None of the "kids" in the
neighbourhood looked for Santa
Claus. There wasn't one who expect-
ed gifts. They hadn't heard about
Christmas because Christ had not
yet come.
In this day and modern age I can
hear people say, "Well, what has
Christ got to do with Christmas any-
way?" It is little wonder that such
an attitude is prevalent. The average
man on the sidewalk makes no con-
nection between Christ's birth and
the "civil" Yule-time holiday. Christ-
mas is the time for feasting and
overindulging. Christ is drowned out.
It is a time for dancing and merry-
making, but above all, not a time for
experssing thanks to God.
Christmas is a time to be joyful,
but we must not allow this joy to
become a mockery and an excuse for
shameful behaviour. Be joyful yes,
but be filled with happiness because,
"Unto us a Child is born,
to us a son is given
and His name will be called,
'Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God,
Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace."
This alone is not why we should
be thankful. If this alone was the
Gospel message we could not ex-
press so much thanks. Our response
must emphatically be aroused by His
accomplishment.
"All we like sheep have gone astray;
We have turned everyone to his own
way;
and the Lord has laid on Him
the iniquity of us all. . . .
he bore the sin of many,
and made intercession for the trans-
gressors."
We have permitted so much wrap-
ping paper to be added to Christmas
that sometimes it is difficult to find
the gift. The colour of lights and
tinsel has captured our thoughts and
imaginations. The gifts sent and re-
ceived do in very few cases symbol-
ize the supreme Gift which God has
sent to us in the person of Christ.
This Gift was sent to the needy, to
sinful man who was a poor creature
starving for salvation. God's Gift was
needed. The gifts which we send or
receive are seldom needed and often
times they are useless. Our giving is
not at all a true symbol of God's giv-
ing, because we do not send parcels
to the needy, but to others who are
likely to make presentations to us.
Little David didn't know about
Christmas because Christ had not
yet arrived. Now Christ has arrived.
Millions know about Christmas but
fail to know what Christmas is about.
It's not the tree that makes it so,
It's not the food or mistle-toe,
Nor is it in the gifts you send
Nor in the labours that you spend.
There is but one right explanation
And that is fixed to God's creation;
He sent His Son to earth alone
So He for our sins might atone.
End
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Book Review BEVERLY BARTLEMAN
,U>OOKS for Christmas. Many,
many books about so many
different things: it didn't
really matter to me at first what the
book was about. I knew that once I
got into it I would be lost in its vital,
exciting world, that I would be pull-
ed into its characters, its action and
most of all, surrounded by the magic
of its language.
Nursery Rhymes, Peter Pan, Trea-
sure Island, Robinson Crusoe (with
the boy on the cover engrossed in a
book too—maybe, I thought, the
very one I was reading), Alice in
Wonderland, Black Beauty, Heidi,
and dozens of Fairy Tale books . . .
the list stretches back over many,
many half-forgotten Christmases.
But the books are not forgotten nor
is their delight, still as fresh in my
mind (though not, alas, the marvel-
ous details of plot) as the day or
night (under the bed-covers) I first
read them. Why, oh why, don't peo-
ple still give books as presents at
Christmas ?
Remembering the delight of these
books, I have often tried to pin down
the cause to a simple "this is why,"
but always the "this" eludes me, cov-
ered by the haze of childhood seen
with adult eyes. Still, there must
have been something to bring about
such a fascination, something that
can still be found in mature books.
Though I cannot tie it down to a
simple "this" I can at least find
something approaching concreteness
to explain the delight, the source be-
ing in the book, not in me.
Closing my eyes (for it cannot be
found, I am sure, with open eyes;
they do not see in the right way) I
feel, though I cannot be positive,
that the "this" is the images, bril-
liant, nonsensical, but nonetheless
vivid, that started from the pages of
the books, the vitality and force of
the movement, and, above all, the
language, the rhythmical exciting-
for-its-own-sake language. This I
think of when I remember the non-
sense verse of Edward Lear and Lew-
is Carroll, both masters of images
and language though they are both,
it is true, purely nonsensical.
The books I would like to suggest
here as possible Christmas presents
do have that force, that vitality,
and that marvelous joy in language.
The Collected Poems of Dylan
Thomas (New Directions, 1953) con-
tain so many examples of this joy
and vitality of language that it is
difficult to know what to select to
illustrate the point. I think, however,
that these three lines convey it as
well as any:
The force that through the green
fuse drives the flower
Drives my green age; that blasts the
roots of trees
Is my destroyer.
Here, as well as seeing the langu-
age, you can also feel the vitality
and force of emotions — although
Thomas gets his effects from dif-
fuseness; not from the compactness
of carefully considered lines. Do not
look for deep thoughts, profound
thoughts in Thomas; you will not
find them. Instead you will discover
joy in youth, wonder at death, and
delight in life: the eternal domain
of the poet. These, as you have no
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Sweet Nightingale Awake
German Christmas Carol
17th century
translated by B. Stuchlik
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Then to the manger fly,
Fly there sweet sister lovingly,
to him your song of praise lift up,
sing nightingale so pure.
Sing to the child.
Heavenward his glory utter,
never ceasing —
Sing, sing, sing, sing,
to the sweet Jesus child.
Oh nightingale arise,
Arise and with your feathers small
beat out for us the happy tune
which from your throat does pour.
tor here on earth
the Creator v/ill dwell with you,
in love and peace.
Sing, sing, sing, sing,
to tktf pure Jesus chtl<%
17
Statics WALDO RYERSON
You know old Tom Wolfe used to
write novels by scribbling all kinds
of things on bits of paper and then
throwing 'em in a big tea box—then
he'd sort 'em out after a while and
he'd have a book—so—I've decided
to follow his example and so this
month's static will be a bit of an ex-
periment in source, rather than form.
First, I kill twenty-four of the nutty
brown, then I fill the empty case
with scribbled-on, back numbers of
Hush, then (which is right now) I
roll 'em up in a big ball and throw
the whole mess at the editor, then he
censors my best lines and gives it to
you—so what folows is what's been
brewing in the box since the original
occupants were evicted.
Well, I hope the P.&G. brought a
bit of sunlight into your life, boy
(you know I honestly think we're
pushing this gag too far)! There
seemed to be some discussion about
one of like Weir's songs — people
wondering just what he wanted to
—probably paid I think. However
the show was generally well received
—by the way I should like to per-
sonally congratulate the co-director,
the script writer, and the chap who
played Colonel Effingham — I
thought he was just terrific!
seriously though, — just because I
said seriously don't think I'm taking
that previous statement back, I don't
know about you, but I play for Ryer-
son—as old Wilson sez "gang, you
done real good". Bye the bye the
faculty threw a very super smash for
the cast and believe it or not, no one
mickeyed — I mean monkeyed with
the punch bowl.
My room-mate is a student of his-
tory, you know the snarkiest things
can come up in that subject, — the
other night he was reading to me
from a fascinating little tome—called
history or something—an' the word
CONGERIES comes vp—now neither
of us could fathom this little gem, so
after some discussion concerning
magicians and poligamy, roomleigh
decides to look it up in the Shorter
Oxy —so I sez," o.k. —so what's it
mean", an' he sez, "CONGERIES: a
large type of sea eel"—so then we
fits it inta the sentence and here's
how she reads "—Europe consists of a
type of large sea eels of independent
and soveriegn states all striving for
political, territorial, and economic
power"! Man! — wouldn't that just
frost a fellow is Toynbee — this
Tschangrimsquires guy must be a
frustrated biologyister or sumpin'!
A mad cap pseudo Frenchman,
sometimes a blue-woad-painted Brit-
on, hailing from Stoned Creek, who
zips about the campus in a bright
red, shivery, wind-up, wheel barrow,
is sitting in my room right now in-
cognito. (Ed Hackbush asked me not
to mention his name so I won't). I
just asked him what he wanted most
for Christmas an' he said "Joy."—
that's very interesting isn't it? — so
I sez, "how come?" an' he sez that
he figures he ought to get some
sometime this semester — however
since there didn't seem to be any joy
around, I talked him into getting a
big bespeckied expert from the
fourth floor and going on a mooch-
hunt.
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HEY!—I got a pome fer ya:
THE ALURING LAIR OF THE
BOOOOOoooooo—.
Modern men in greys and blazers,
Newly shaved by electric razors,
Able to evaluate poet of lake or fen
With a guaranteed, smudge-proof
ball point pen,
Are strolling o'er the verdant silt
To the house that Luther built
To see marbel foyer corners, exceed-
ing fine,
(In accordance with the moderns'
party line)
Or wide swinging doors, allglass,
And lush paper palms in brass,
Or a bright and varied colour scheme
(averitable, regular cubbist's dream)
—It almost makes a scholar fret
To see no Picasso murals yet;
Affixed to the chimney is the rood
(Thrift in space must be understood),
To feed the scholar devotional
And to curb the scholar emotional
Yet there is something fleeting about
the place
In spite of decor and no waste
space—
A chamber—a eell—its door Strang-
ly marked
A room that is "so to speak
SNARKED"!
So, rejoice there's rewarding
features!
Sing, even speak to teachers!
Cheer, and be merry—
But always be wary,
Wherever you be
Don't let them see
You glum—
But wherever where
Forever beware
Of a boojum!
Well! Let's all have a tall, cool,
foaming apple juice, eh!
You know this business of writing
a columne (this is a columne.) is
pretty time-taking-Uping — so — if
any misguided character thinks SHE
might like to assist an EDITOR — I
might consider using an assistant —
so, if any 36-23-38 heiress is
about — drop up to room 403 any
week night except Thursday after
eleven p.m. and we'll see how you
shape up.
And remember — SNOO, AVANT-
GARDE ! ! !
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FOR THE FINEST FUELS
call
2-7537 - 6-6372
COAL - COKE - FUEL OIL
KITCHENER COAL COMPANY LIMITED
223 Courtland Aye. East
"Our fuel makes warm friends"
External Affairs
ACADIA UNIVERSITY —Out with
NFCUS
Recently, the student's council of
Acadia voted to withdraw its member-
ship from the National Federation of
Canadian University Students. In the
council's opinion, the student body
was completely uninterested in
NFCUS, and association with the
Federation for sentimental reasons
was too costly.
It was also felt that the Canadian
population was too scattered to ren-
der the work of such an organization
effective.
COMMENT: What is your opinion
of NFCUS? Is it serving its purpose
on the Waterloo campus?
UNIVERSITY of SASKATCHEWAN
—More Criticism of NFCUS
On the 26th of November, Doug-
Burns, national president of NFCUS,
issued a statement in an address to
students of the University of Sas-
katchewan, defending the 50c fee
which has been so much questioned
at some of our larger universities.
The future membership of Manitoba,
Toronto, Dalhousie, and ÜBC is
doubtful while, as reported above,
Acadia has definitely withdrawn.
According to Mr. Burns, NFCUS
is "faced with a black picture." The
original 20c fee covered only organi-
zational costs and so was raised to
50c. Some universities having with-
drawn, the organization is in a very
precarious financial condition.
In an editorial, the editor of "The
Sheaf" (University of Saskatchewan)
asks the questions, "What does
NFCUS do? How many students on
the campus can answer that ques-
tion?—or further, how many people
outside of the administrative group
of NFCUS can do so?
Lack of publicity on the part of
student newspapers was one of the
reasons for students' apathy, charg-
ed the NFCUS president. Indignant-
ly replied the newspaper, "If the
publicity is wanting, it is because the
activities of NFCUS are wanting."
The editor then closed his com-
mentary by heartily endorsing the
ideal for which NFCUS stands while
at the same time realistically ques-
tioning the usefulness of a group
such as now exists, when the mem-
bers of that particular group do not
understand its function.
Quote, "We are not calling for the
abandonment of NFCUS, but for the
revitalization of it—and from within
itself first."
COMMENT: Let's have the opin-
ion of some Waterloo students on
this matter. Use your "Newsweekly."
CAPITAL UNIVERSITY A. U. S.
Student Comments on Sen. Mc-
Carthy
During the past year or so, the
notorious American senator from
Wisconsin has been held in the focus
of an international spot-light. At
Capital University, Columbus, Ohio,
the student editor of the "Univer-
sity Chimes" comments on the situ-
ation in view of the possible censure
of Joseph McCarthy.
"The value of the U.S. Senate's
'sleuthing solon' has been hotly de-
bated ."
"Are his methods unjustified ,
or is he the greatest thing since the
automatic washer, separating the
clean from the soiled and leaving the
government wrinkled and soggy —
though purged and pure?"
"McCarthyism has instilled a la-
tent fear of honest expression in this
generation of American youth ."
COMMENT: It appears that Cana-
dians aren't alone in their opinions.
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Scott's Sport Sketches FERGUSON
ILSLJ ELL, it's high time we realized
the situation at our college
concerning sporting activities;
and did something about it: "Just
the facts, kids!"
First let's scan the football pic-
ture. It seems that the "commission,"
or whoever it is that figures out the
athletic programme, decided to equip
the football team with new uniforms
this year. Now each uniform consist-
ing of all the accessories runs into
quite a small chunk of cash. Paying
the bill left the barrel rather bare
for the rest of the sporting activi-
ties.
. . . Along with the new uniforms,
someone decided that the team should
play their home games at the spa-
cious Kitchener Park at night. It
sounded "Real George" until the
lights were turned on, and the play-
ers looked around to see only the
"faithful fifteen," and row upon row
of black seats. Why "they" couldn't
be satisfied to play on the college
field, Saturday mornings, as they had
in previous years, and draw bigger
crowds, one will never know. Even
if "they" had a "double bill" at the
games with a collegiate game first,
it would have added some interest.
. . . It's just that the money has
been used up on one sport, where
approximately twenty-five fellows
benefit. That's a small percentage of
the student body; and it's too bad
such a sport as hockey has to be
dropped this year, because of the ab-
sence of a special provision for it in
the budgeting of the funds.
. . . The college this year had the
potential of one of the strongest
hockey teams that have been iced at
Waterloo over a number of years.
Why should this talent be wasted?
. . . Although the college didn't
have a winning team last year, it
can be said that more fans were out
to most of the games than in football
this year. This was before the larger
enrollment. Ch well, I guess the
"committee" didn't have the fore-
sight to see past the initial sport of
the year.
. . . We'll pass along to basketball,
the sport in which we are now en-
gaged. The College has three teams
this year. The Senior team is playing
in the Intermediate "A" bracket, and
two teams are entered in the Indus-
trial "V" league. They all seem to
be sloping up into top-notch contend-
ers in their respective loops. Let's
get together and follow the boys in
their "winning ways." The Senior
home games are played in the Col-
legiate gym; the other two teams are
at the V.M.C.A.
. . . Then there is curling, which
is drawing the largest contingent
from the student body. The "sweep-
ers" clean the ice every Thursday
afternoon at the Granite Club under
the guidance of Doug Michel. It's
fast becoming "the" sport. It would
be "sportsmanlike" if a trophy were
"put up" for the winning team.
. . . Oh yes, must not forget about
the bird crew that take over the
girls "V" every Thursday evening.
It seems to be a good racket.
. . . There are the cards laid out.
It's time you made your move for
the right play. Don't shuffle the sit-
uation out. End
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In Defence of Science TERRY HALLER
anything but new,
science fiction is still unac-
ceptable in most intellectual
circles due to misconceptions, slanted
views and haughty prejudice. Since a
high-bro.v caught reading it would be
ostracized from the smart set, he is
forced to browse on the sly. Most
people, therefore, have kept far
enough away from it as to be com-
pletely ignorant of its nature.
Is this science fiction merely a
bugaboo directed at morons? Is the
expression "planetary western" a
synonym for science fiction?
Science fiction, as a challenging
new field of literature, cannot be
summed up and rejected as neatly as
that. As with any other form of lit-
erature, there are good selections
and bad selections; and unlike these
other forms, the two extremes are
easy to separate.
Bad SF usually falls into the
"space defender" category. The usu-
al theme runs along these lines: The
space commander struggles through
a suspenseful adventure as he shoots
about in his saucer-mobile down the
fiendish usurper who has just gained
control of the section of the universe
commonly known as metagalaxy
Glymnis. A happy ending, in which
United Planets regain troubled Glym-
nis, is taken for granted before read-
ing the first page. This brand of
cosmic trash is found in dime maga-
zines like "Astounding Science Fic-
tion," Weird Tales," or "Galaxy"
(this is not to mean that these mag-
azines contain only trash, some of
the better SF stories appear first in
them), and in the odd pocket book
especially Ace Publications which
has the bonus book containing two so-
lar novels ("just turn book upside
down") of equally inferior quality.
Good science fiction is subgrouped
into (1) science fiction; and (2)
science fantasy. The first, dealing
with such vast subjects as space,
time, evolution, psychology, inven-
tion, exploration, and loneliness, is
able to swing wildly off into the
past, present or future. Time is no
barrier to the science fiction author;
he can prophesy the future as he
sees it: a world of machines and ro-
bots, or a world of bleak horror.
Science fantasy is closely related
to this, but it allows even more lib-
erty. Exceeding even Grimm's Fairy
Tales, it may deal with hideous mon-
sters that consider human beings
ugly, or with the strange fantastic
powers of the children of wonder.
There is no limit to the oossibilities
of science fantasy except the imagin-
ative powers of the human brain.
Both phases of SF prove one im-
portant point. Our culture is not
stagnant; nor is it binding. For sci-
ence fiction is the freest form of
literature yet produced.
But now, since science fiction has
come into its own sphere of being,
the authors, lest the subject matter
should become trite, have developed
a style of poetic, ethereal beauty; a
style with clear harmonic diction;
with words simple yet as grand as an
exploding nebula; with sentence
structure as dramatic as the birth of
a comet and with the excellence of
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a sun-burst.
To my mind, the author who has
developed this phraseology to its fin-
est perfection is Ray Bradbury. Here
is his description of the planet Ven-
us: "Even the jungle was an im-
mense cartoon nightmare, for how
could the jungle be green with no
sun, with always rain falling and al-
ways dusk? The white, white jungle
with the pale cheese-colored leaves,
and the earth carved of wet Camem-
bert, and the tree boles like immense
toadstools — everything black and
white." ("The Long Rain," copy-
right, 1950, by Fiction House, Inc.)
Or consider his description of a man
plagued by Shakespearian witches:
"Twenty nights I was stabbed, but-
chered, a screaming bat pinned to a
surgical mat, a thing rotting under-
ground in a black box; bad, wicked
dreams." ("The Exiles," 1950, by
Fiction House, Inc.) Weird, yet very
different and very lyrical. This is no
trash, this is no bugaboo. This man,
Bradbury, ranks with D. H. Law-
rence and E. M. Forster (who, to the
confounding of the elite, have also
written science fiction of a sort . . .
"The Rocking-Horse Winner" and
"The Story of a Panic/ respective-
ly-)
Others, in the same class as Brad-
bury, are Aldous Huxley, Murray
Leinster, Judith Merril, A. E. van
Vogt, Lewis Padgett, Theodore Stur-
geon and Wm. Term.
Another author, who might be in-
cluded in the above list because of
his philosophical novel of the future,
"Childhood's End," but whom I have
placed in a separate category, is Ar-
thur C. Clarke. Clarke, a physicist
and formerly assistant editor of the
technical "Physics Abstract," is a
member of the "very scientific" SF
school. Take, for example, a brief
passage from "Superiority" (Copy-
right, 1951, by Fantasy House, Inc.)
describing a new weapon for a war
of the worlds: "The Exponential
Field produces an exponential condi-
tion of space, so that a finite dis-
tance in normal, linear space may be-
come infinite in pseudo-space ... It
was as if one took a flat disk of rub-
ber—representing a region of nor-
mal space—and then pulled its cen-
ter out to infinity. The circumfer-
ence of the disk would be unaltered
—but its "diameter" would be infin-
ite. That was the sort of thing the
generator of the Field did to the
space around it." Not very rhythmi-
cal—in fact it sounds like an excerpt
from a physics text — but no doubt
of great interest to the analytically
minded reader.
The science fantasy of Robert
Sheckley is particularly imaginative
and humorous. Consider this excerpt
from "The King's Wishes" (Copy-
right, 1953, Fantasy House, Inc.)(
which depicts a ferra (demon of At-
lantis, 2000 8.C.) who has just ma-
terialized before an astonished
couple: "Standing in front of them
was a being at least ten feet tall. He
had budding horns on his forehead,
and tiny wings on his back. He was
dressed in a pair of dungarees and
a white sweatshirt with Eblis Tech
written across it in scarlet letters.
Scuffed white buckskins were on his
tremendous feet, and he had a blond
crewcut.
" 'Damn,' he said, looking at Bob
and Janice. 'Knew I should have tak-
en Invisibility in college.' "
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On Christmas BILL BISHOP
All is calm. The world is in re-
pose. The snow lies fresh and crisp
upon the ground. The only visible
movement is the vibrating of the
sleeping twigs that come close to
my window,
yet while I stand,
looking up into the clear skies,
unconsciously gazing
at the brightest star
just over there
my mind focuses back on events that
happened two thousand years ago.
the star is still there
and not far beneath
is the holy stable
and there is the midnight chill.
This stillness is strange; the stillness
when one yields his ear to the Infin-
ite.
I must have gazed for hours for I
have just awakened, and now I think
upon the real meaning of Christmas.
In the morning I know I will
receive
gifts from the family
gifts that I will open
discard the wrappings and
cherish.
Christ also came as a gift, born of
Mary, wrapped in swaddling clothes
and is
revered by all.
In a few hours, I will be on my
way to church. Oh what a happy day
it will be! Cur hearts will be full of
love and emotion as we hear music
and anthems of those joyous carols
once again. A family day. A family
day not only in my home but also
in your home.
What must we give back to God
for his gift? Certainly we must give
our life as Christians. To be called
a Christian doesn't necessarily entail
that you must be seen in church ev-
ery Sunday but when our soul deems
it necessary for us to go to church.
Still we must always be thinking of
Him and His better way of life even
to the extent of self-denial.
We must also give him love. From
God we receive a free willed mind.
To love and to what extent is up to
us yet the more we love him, the
more love He will return to us. Is
that not so?
The evening approaches
and
dies with the last sleeping sun-
beams
dim against my window blind.
A perfect day ended!
lined on the beginning
whither away what ho and all
and will you catch me when i fall
really dolling thourt a doll
whither away what ho and all
halloo halloo how blue the snoo
and will you drop me when we're
thru
not too sentimental do
boo
snoo
d b armstrong
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doubt noticed, are emotions rather
than thoughts; for that is how Thom-
as approaches thought, by emotions
and thus, by images. At times, the
thought is obliterated by the images,
especially since he wrote quickly, of-
ten carelessly and revised but little.
At times too, the language, in his
attempt to gain spontaneity and
freshness, is forced: indeed, most of
his poetry simply awaits the odd line
or two of out-standing excellence,
sometimes nearly buried in his cop-
iousness.
Images are his delight and his im-
ages are our delight. They are drawn
mainly from the Bible, although occa-
sionally I seem to detect echoes of
John Donne; the references to bones,
Thomas' "in the descended bone"
and Donne's "My body a sack of
bones;" they both ask unanswerable
questions, "Tell me where all past
years are" and Thomas' "What is the
metre of the dictionary." Donne's
brusqueness and intellectual ratiocin-
ation is replaced by a singing musical
effect, apparent when Donne's "And
Death shall be no more; Death thou
shalt die" is compared to Thomas'
"And death shall have no dominion."
This effect is both Thomas' strength
and his weakness.
Christopher Fry's recent play, A
Sleep of Prisoners (Oxford Univer-
sity Press, 1952 )„ shows the same
love of language and imagery; but
here the comparison to Thomas must
logically end. Fry's language is bas-
ed Upon wit and sparkling thought,
and his images, without being too
The Seminette Club
ELIZABETH CRONMILLER
The Seminette Club is an organ-
ization well-known to the Sem-
inarians at Waterloo but almost un-
known to college students. Made up
of the wives and fiancees of Luther-
an theological students, the club was
organized in November with a mem-
bership of ten. Mrs. Alfred Kramer
was elected its first president and
Mrs. Vern Cronmiller as Secretary.
The purpose of the Seminette Club
is to help prepare its members for
their future roles as "mistresses of
the parsonage." Dr. J. Ray Houser
spoke to the Seminettes at their first
meeting; and plans for future meet-
ings include the wives of the semin-
ary professors as guests. Leaders in
women's activities in the Lutheran
church, as well as pastors and wives
of the various Lutheran churches in
this district are also scheduled to ad-
dress them. Although membership in
the Seminette Club is somewhat ex-
clusive, with the increase in enroll-
ment at Waterloo Seminary forecast
for the future, an increase in club
membership should logically follow!
End
BOOK REVIEW
(Continued from page 15)
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done.
Little Joe stirred in his sleep. He
screamed out in the fear of his
dream, "Will big Sam forget?"
His Mother placed her hand upon
his freckled brow and kissed his
round, fevered cheek.
"We'll all forget," she whispered
in a soul Utterance, "because even
God does not remember."
End
ever impractical they appear were
prompted by a deep sense of respon-
sibility to their social order. This
ideal has been destroyed by skeptic-
ism, with the exception of a few re-
maining vestiges exemplified by Al-
bert Schweitzer, "Civilization is
founded on some sort of theory of
the universe and can be only restor-
ed through a spiritual awakening
and a will for ethical good in the
mass of mankind." Our age must re-
cover its reverence for life. There
is in man and in all life a will to
live. The only adequate standard for
a civilization is the value it places
upon life.
Before this is possible, I believe
that skepticism must be contained
and irradicated because it represents
a negative non-productive philoso-
phy. It merely serves as a vehicle for
scoffery, ridicule and excuse. It must
be stemmed in its present form, and
deductive logic reinstated in its place.
We must find, though the idea is
ephemeral, a vigour aspiring to per-
fection. The misconception that skep-
ticism is basic must be removed be-
cause it is merely an outgrowth of
civilization noted as particularly
strong during periods of decadence.
It has held too long the position of
logic rather than its place, of an aug-
mentary tool aiding the deductive
powers. It has deluded man; it has
destroyed much goodness and it has
served as an excuse for man's lack of
application. I firmly believe that it
systematic, are symbolical, based in
this play directly upon characters
and situations in the Bible. It is a
fascinating play: as all of Fry's
plays, it poses many questions, the
questions that most people at one
time or another ask themselves.
"What's man to be?" — materialistic
or spiritual? What is evil, and are we
responsible for one another's deeds?
Should man join himself to heavenly
things with their heavy load, or re-
joice only in things of the earth?
Finally, Fry compares man to Three
Blind Mice and asks, "How can a
man learn to navigate when there's
no rudder?" These four questions
(and others connected with them)
are posed allegorically in the play:
four prisoners of war have dreams in
which they represent symbolic fig-
ures in the Bible. It is most interest-
ing reading, although, as in most
Fry plays, it is not too satisfactorily
resolved. A typical Fry statement
will explain what I mean: "The earth
is all transparent, but too deep to
see down to its bed."
End
SKEPTICISM
(Continued from page 13)
SILVER CHRISTMAS
(Continued from page 9)
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is a basic tennet that before civiliza-
tion can evolve to a higher plane,
man must clearly see the failure of
this product of his thought, and dis-
card it.
I hope that the convictions I have
presented have appeared strong be-
cause I personally feel very strongly
about them. I do not believe I have
over-emphasized the necessity for a
re-evaluation of man's position be-
cause I am firmly convinced that the
essence of our present civilization is
at stake. I have stressed skepticism
to a greater degree than many other
factors which would have to be con-
sidered because causes are more com-
plex and composite than merely one
attitude, but, skepticism is something
we are all familiar with and to me it
constitutes, more than anything else,
the personification of our era and
the greatest threat to civilization yet,
because it destroys more completely
than any physical weapon.
End
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MEL WEBER
SPORTING GOODS
38 Queen St. S. Kitchener
"Your Sport is Our Business"
—.——•—•
For Smartly Styled
Campus Clothes
It's DOWLERS
15 King East
THE UNITED LUTHERAN
PUBLICATION HOUSE
Religious Books — Church Supplies
Clergy and Choir Vestments
Gifts and Mottoes
237 King St. W. Phone 2-9620
KITCHENER
COATS - SUITS - DRESSES - SPORTSWEAR - ACCESSORIES
48 King Street West Kitchener
Students are invited to join the more than 41,000 Waterloo County citizens with
Savings Accounts at . . .
WATERLOO TRUST
AND SAVINGS COMPANY
Kitchener - Waterloo - Gait - Preston
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AT GRADUATION TIME
fAn
exchange of photo-
graphs with classmates ere- |9J|fe»
ates bonds of friendship you VWL
will treasure through the 3^g
years.
PHOTOGkAPHEk
Dunker Buildins Kitchener Ont.
I
Loose Leaf Books Stationery
Fountain Pens — School Books
Kodaks and Films
JAIMET'S BOOK STORE
42 King St. W. Phone 2-4409
■■■ *^********aaaaammmw
MEN'S AND BOYS' WEAR
32 King St. E. Kitchener
THE HOME OF "HAPPINESS" DIAMONDS
Mtf¥ 0
M DIAMOND MERCHANTS
§7 8 King Street East
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Compliments of . . .
WASHBURN'S
Men's Wear
1 6 Ontario St. S. Kitchener
Compliments of . . .
THE WM. HOGG
COAL CO. LTD.
KITCHENER WATERLOO
*dauKd%cf limited
DRY CLEANERS DYERS
GARMENT STORAGE RUG SHAMPOOERS
Phone 4-4735
For cosy dorm-time clothes
shop at
estate
TELEPHONE 3-3631
Quality and Service Since 1909
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mm - LIFE INSURANCE andtffk/1 • ANNUITIES
WWtios**~ZlSS9 GEO BECKER
HOME OFRcTbRANCH
W//7 Mm M Wi-M w^SJi 7/7LAdjQaJmA ••^^^^^^
Retail 66 Queen St. South, Kitchener
Wholesale 675 Queen St. South, Kitchener
14)0(f PRINT-CRAFT LIMITED
■ TICKETS
■ PROGRAMMES
■ PUBLICATIONS
■ OFFICE FORMS
"A Complete Printing Service"
277 Lancaster St. W.# Kitchener
Phone 5-5483
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CHANNEL
A A CKCO-TV
From high on Baden Hill, a few miles
I west of Kitchener, CKCO-TV reaches
a potential viewing audience of well
over one million people in Central and
Western Ontario.
Industry in Canada needs young Can-
adians with University backgrounds,
■for its key positions.
The education you are getting today
will serve you and our Country to-
morrow.
Dominion Industries Limited
TWO IN ONE
A life insurance policy does two important
things: it provides protection for dependents
and, at the same time, provides the best organ-
ized plan of saving ever devised.
You owe it to yourself to enjoy the benfits
of both these important features which are com-
bined in a life insurance policy. Consult a
Mutual Life of Canada representative today
about the kind of policy best suited to your
needs.
MUJUALUEi
of CANADA
Head Office Waterloo, Ont.
Established 1869
"PROTECT WHILE YOU SAVE"
Kitchener Branch Office — 119 King St. W.
Branch Manager — R. A. McKenzie, B.C.
